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Whore Numser 181.

“ONLY A LITTLE WHILE”

“MoLLy, these days are cold and dreary,

Afld much, I fear, you must grow weary,

\} atching all day beside your stall

For customers, who may not come at all.”

iiut. Mul!y answered with a cheerful sniile,
Kind sir, "tis only for a little while!”

“ Perha

LIOre h

P8, then, summer’s hot and dusty hours

eavily may

tax your feeble powers ?”

Again she
* Nay, sir,

“Well, don't

Your scan

?n'swcre(l, with contented smile,
tis only for a little while!”

You grumble at the drizzling mi
you g g mist,
ty clothing can go il resist ? '

Or when the dig,
On you and on y

nal ra
our

in, in drenching showers,

Wares unceasing pours ?”

8he shook her aged head, with constant smile,
Aund said, “’Tis only for a littie while!”

“But, Molly, when these ‘little whiles’ are past,
What brighter prospect can be yours at last
““Ah, sir!” she answered, and her faded eye
Was lighted with a radiance from on high;
“When all life's little griefs are past and gone,
For poor old Molly waits a golden crown.

Hers will be then a heritage of light,

Before Gob's glorious throne, forever bright !”

“I, Molly, am a judge, in law deédined learned,
But from the law I never yet have learned

Such glorious hopes as these I hear from you;
What surety have you that these hopes are true?”

“Dear sir, no law such hopes could ¢’er display,
The Gospel tis that tells us Christ’s the way.

Aged and poor, if T in him am found,
To grant me heaven my Gop himseclf is bound.”

She paused, then added with a wistful eye,
Motioning her questioner to gaze on high—
“Remember, but a little while is given

In which to make our title clear to heaven!”

For the Sunday-School Advocate.

TAKING SIN TO THE RIGHT PLACE.

ORE day a little Christian boy being strongly
tempted, gave way to a fit of anger. Shortly after
1is mother found him alene sobbing.

“What ails you, my dear?” said she tenderly.

* Please, ma, I wish to be left alone,” he replied.

Ile was left, and hLis mother shortly afterward
; heard him praying. When he ceased she again
; went into his room and said:

“Tell me, my dear, what makes you so sad to-
day.”

Tears filled the little fellow’s eyes as he replied :

“I meant to tell you everything, mamma, but 1
could not until I had first told my sin to God and
asked him to pardon me.”

That was carrying sin to the right place, don’t
you think so, my dear child? Be true to your own
thought, then, and carry all your sins to God too.

Ww.

1

For the Sunday-School Advocate.

A PATRIOTIC BOY.

MaxY long years ago the people of Switzerland
threw off the yoke of the Austrian dukes who
wanted to lord it over them. During the struggles
between the brave Switzers and the Austrians, many
of the ancient Swiss noblemen sided with the dukes
against the people. One night, in the city of Lu-
( cerne, a body of these proud nobles met in a hall,
; resolved to murder the leaders of the people in their
heds, and give the city up to the Austrian duke. It
happened, however, that a boy chanced to be in the
hall, and to overhear their plans. When he tried to
go out they seized him, and were about to kill him;
but one of them said:

“Don't kill the brat! Make him swear not to tell
what he may have seen and heard to any man and
let him go!”

Thinking that a little frightened boy would either
not dare or be unable to mar their vile plot, they
forced him to take the oath and then let him go.

The boy went away. Finding a public hall open,
he went in. Several citizens were there. Not feel-
ing at liberty, on account of his oath, to tell any
man what he had seen and heard, he went up to the
stove and said :

“Stove, listen to me! The nobles of Lucerne are
in the cellar under the Tailor's Hall. They are
armed. They are going to murder the leaders of
the people to-night. Rouse the people, O stove, and
tell them to save themsclves and the liberties of
¢ Lucerne.”




50

SUNDAY-SCHOOL ADVOCATE.

The citizens who heard the boy's speech to the
stove believed him, roused their fellow-citizens,
marched to the cellar, captured and then ban-
ished the wicked nobles, and thereby saved them-
selves from death and their children from the rule
of the tyrants of Austria.

That boy was a shrewd little fellow, wasn’t he?
He kept the letter of his oath by telling a dumb
stove the great sccret he had learned instead of
speaking to the men. That he violated the sperit
of his oath is true; but I am not sure that he was
bound to keep more than tue letter of an oath
forced upon him as that was. 8till, I am not
quite sure on that point. An oath is & sacred
thing. This much is clear, however, even to you;
he was a shrewd little patriot, and the people of
Lucerne ought to have adopted him as the child
of the city. X

For the Sunday-School Advocate.

HOW A BOY WAS HELPED TO GET HIS LES-
SONS.

“Maxua,” said a little boy one day, “I wanted
to be a good boy at my lessons this morning, and
when I was going to begin I asked God to make
me good and help mec; and my lessons which
seemed so hard yesterday were not difficult at all
to-day, but very pleasant and very casy.”

There is a boy and a girl among my readers
who often sit over their lessons and pout, and ery,
and whine, and say, “ O dcar, how I do hate these
tiresome lessons;” but they never find their lessons
easier to get after these fretting fits. Which, then,
is the better way to get over a tough lesson—pray-
tng or fretting ? w.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL HYMN.

ON each returning Sunday,
As in my class I stand,
To hear about the glory
Prepared at God’'s right hand—
About the joys of heaven,
And how to enter there;
About eternal sorrows,
That wicked men must bear;
About the Saviour's dying
To ransom us from hell;
And all that holy Scripture
Was given by God to tell:
I see myself 80 sinful,
While Jesus was 8o good,
I do resolve sincerely
To love him as I should.
But then upon the week days
Temptations come so fast,
And s0 next Sunday tinds me
No better than the last.
Lord, help me to be faithful,
And guide my giddy thought;
And grant me grace to love thee,
And serve thee as I ought.
Lord, save us all from falling—
Each scholar, teacher, friend;
0, let not one miss heaven!
But save us to the cnd.

—— e

For the Sunday-School Advocate.

LILLIAN’S PRAYER.

THERE was a pleasant home in the country to
which a man carried evil tidings one bright sum-
mer’s morning. Meeting Lillian, the cldest of the
two little girls who lived in the house, he said:

“Lillian, dear girl, put your arms round your poor
mamma and whisper that papa was taken very ill;
that he could not come homec; that he is—in
heaven now.”

Lillian ran trembling to her mother and whispered
the dreadful tidings. Her mother turned pale as
newly-fallen snow, sunk on the sofa, and sat silent

ing it impossible to rouse her, they stepped to the
window, where Lillian said, “Didn't you hear the
minister say that we can only pray for God to com-
fort mamma? Can't we do that, Celia 1”

“Why, we always pray for her, you know,” sobbed
Celia, “ when we say our prayers; but God hasn't
kept away the sorrow.”

“0, I don't mean that way,” rejoined Lillian; “I
mean a real prayer of our own, just what we want
this minute. Do, dear Celia, let us try to pray to
God to pity us and comfort dear mamma.”

Then those precious girls kneeled down and Lil-
lian prayed: “O God, mamma hasn’t spoken to us
since the dreadful news. She looks soill. O God,
don’t take away mamma too. O, do comfort her as
nobody else can!”

This prayer was overheard by the broken-hearted
mother. It roused her. Calling her children to lLer
side, she kissed them fondly and wept.

Those tears probably saved her life. Lillian felt
it was so, and when friends called to sce her motlrer
she went out of the room with Celia and said:

“Celia, our prayer is heard. What shall we do
for God who has done this for us?”

Wasn't Lillian a blessing to her mother? Don't
you think her mother must have loved her very
dearly after that? I Go, and I think that Lillian’s
cxample should move cvery child who.reads about
it to make some such resolution as this:

“I am only a child, but I will try to do something
every day to make my mother smile.”

Who will make that resolution ? X.

LITTLE FRANK’S SELF-DENTIAL

ITTLE FRANK early learned
to be sclf-denying and useful.
He was about five years
of age when a fever
broke out in the village;
and one day he found
his mother in her room
making up bundles of
clothing. “What are
these for, mamma

He was told that they
were for the sick chil-
dren. His intercst was
immediately awakened,

as a statue. Her grief was so great she could neither { and he asked if Le might not give them something.

weep nor speak.

He caught up the words, “the meals you eat,”
and said, “I should like to send them half of all
my meals; do let me §”

Consent was given, without much thought ; and
from that time, while the fever lasted, he never
tasted food until he had first put a full half of
whatever it was into the children’s bowl. Nor
was he ever reminded ; it was his own first thought.
His father was accustomed to give him after din-
ner a small biscuit, and, to his mother's surprise,
this too was divided every day. Even if he re-
ceived a piece of bread at any hour the half was
silently devoted to the “children’s bowl.”

At another time he consulted onc of his sisters
as to whether if he left off eating biscuits he might
have their value in money ; because, if so, he would
make over his share to the missionary-box. The
bargain was concluded, and he never departed
from it, until he reccived a regular weekly allow-
anoce of pocket-money, and had thus moncy of his
own to.dispose of.

But it had been his daily treat to have a nice
bisenit from his papa, while sitting upon his knce
and listening to a story. The story was told as
usaal, but no persuasion could induce Frankie to
eat the biscuit. IIis papa, not knowing of the
agreement, tried to coax him to cat.

“No, thank you, papa.”

“But why not, Frank ?  You used to be so fond
of your bit of biscuit; have you taken a dislike

to it ¢

“I never cat hiscuit now, papa.”

This perseverance in the refusal from day to day
puzzled his father until it was explained to him.
The child had kept the matter quite secret, under
the impression that acts of benevolence should not

be boasted of nor talked about. Wasn't Frank a
noble boy ?

For the Sunday-8chool Advocate.

THE USE A LITTLE BOY MADE OF HIS HAND.

WieEN little Eddie was six years old he returned
from school one day, and walking up to his father
said in a dejected tone:

“ Father, every boy in school swears!”

Ilis father looked upon him and said, “ Why, that
is dreadful! But I hope there is, at least, one lit-
tle boy in school who never swears—you do not,
Eddie{”

“No, gir, I never did; but I'm afraid I shall.”

“Why so, my son? You know it is very wicked
to swear.”

“Yes, sir, I know it is, and I don’t mean to; but
when I hear them all swearing around me, it seems
as if I must swear, and I have to put my hand over
my mouth to prevent it.”

Well, Eddie never learncd to swear, but grew up
a good boy. When he was eightcen years old he
went to live in a great city among strangers. There
was much wickedness in the city, but Eddie did not
fall into it, for he took his place in the Church of
Christ and made good people his associates, and be-
came active in doing good to others. When he saw
his country in danger from wicked tyrants, he en-
listed in the army for her protection. 1le was noble
and brave, and when he was twenty years and six
days old he fell at the battle of Whitehall, N. C,,
killed by a rebel sharpshooter while bearing a fallen
comrade from the battle-field,

Eddie is gone, but he did not live in vain, for his
fall is mourned by many good people, and his pastor
said of him, “Edwin has made his mark. . . . His
memory is like precious ointment.”

Little boy, if ever you are tempted to swear, re-
member the use little Eddic made of his hand.

HABITS.

OvUR customs and habits are like the ruts in roads.

“But you have not anything of your own, Frankie, { The wheels of life settle into them, and we jog along
Lillian and her sister Celia, though very, very sad { except the clothes you wear and the meals you eat, { through the mire, because it is too much trouble to
themsclves, vainly tried to rouse their mother. Find- { so how can you help them {”

§ get out of them.
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GOD HEARD YOU.

SAY, Jem, that’s teacher as sure

who had just passed him and his
companion on the sidewalk.
“Can't say, Harry. He passed
us just as you ripped out, but he didn’t
scem to know us. If he did he was
precious sly, for he went by us as if

Fenton.

“Well, I hope he didn't,” rejoined Henry,
gravely. “He read me a big lecture last Sunday
ahout Swearing, and I was so cut up by what he said that
I promiseq 1 wouldn’t swear any more. Wont he give
me a."lyalkiug to next Sunday if he heard what I said just
now!

“ICN serve you right, Harry,” rejoined James, I
don’t think boys ought to swear. It’s bad enough for
ignorant Five Point boys to do it, but I'm sure we Sun-
day-school fellows shouldn’t, because we know it's wicked.
And then you know, Harry, if teacher didn't hear you
swear, God did.”

James was right. God did hear Henry Henly swear,
and he heard that other member of our Advocate family—
a boy of fourteen—swear for the first time in his life last
weck. I'm sorry we have one boy swearer in our pleas-
ant circle, because it is a very shocking thing for a boy to
swear. But we have one or two who are Jjust beginning
to pollute their lips with foul words. They will very soon
quit our happy band if they don't quit swearing, for wo
such boy can stay long in our company. Could I talk to
those young swearers personally I would say:

“God hears your oaths, my sons. God is grieved to
hear them. God commands you to ‘Swear not at all.’
God will cast you out from the company of his children if
Fou persist in swearing. If you cease to do that and all
other evil and repent, he will pardon you for Jesus's sake.
If you do not he will let his curse fall upon you. Stop
swearing! S8top sinning, O my children, and, fly to the

8Baviour, for it is ‘a fearful thing to fall into th ».ands of
the living God '
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CONVERSATION COLUYMN.

> ’ ORPORAL, you look as sober

o % as a merchant whose notes
are under protest.
you?

“I feel alittle sad, Mr. Editor.
. Not because my notes are under
protest, for nobody has any note
of mine to protest; (the corporal’s
face brightened at this comfortable
thoug
have just thr
heart by their bad conduct.”

Poor old corporal! You are too sensi-
“Tozos:s:;:itil:ﬁot I'et such things trouble you.

e, cries the cor ashi

half angry glance from his eye and stl:-(i);?zl;gﬂt‘;:"fll%m:
sharply with his stick. « Too scnsitive, did you say? Do
you think I have no heart? Do—» Y v

Be calm, my good corporal, if you please,
mean to offend you,

The corporal laughs at this r
me, indeed! You can hardl
yourself also. But le

l?:;;lsui :Z_x;l(y office to-day, I saw three big boys with
it r;HOWw has th.eir boot-soles poking fun at a bright
whoos headw 08e jacket was big enough for a man, and
cap, 'Wherw;;s covered with a girl's hood instead of a
Zirl's bon e did yol} get that tight jacket» *li¢'s got a

et on. Aint he sweet?  ‘Be careful, Little-

coat, or
Gue;s heytfoﬂl:’lh:ptllittyour Jacket.” ‘Crikey! what a fit!
which those big boo‘:;i:;) :ﬁ:et Barnum's,’ were the taunts

low. If they haa thrg W at the pale-faced little fel-
wn :
have felt worse, for [ o stones at him he would not

& big tear stealing down his
cheek as I passed. I felt sor Ty for the poor bo;, and sorry

Whet ails

tive.

I did not

emark and replics, “ Offend
y do that without offending

e

a8 & gun. I wonder if he heard me !
swear? said Henry Henly, point- ;

-dre an \ .
ing to a well-dressed gentlema : was taken from the Gospel armory. I mérely said, ‘ Boys,

idn't ev us,” replied James ; . . ‘
be didu’t even sce us,” rep ¢ remind me of how some village boys once treated two §

t me tell you what sobered meo, |
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that the big ones were 8o wicked as to take pleasure in
teasing the poor child about his clothes, and that's what
made me look sober. I always feel sad when I see wicked
children or sorrowful ones.”

All honor to your noble heart, corporal. You are &
real lover of children, and if you will allow me a Yankee's
privilege, I guess those mocking boys didn't pass you
without hearing from you.

“You are right, Mr. Editor.

I knocked them down

¢ with a club!”

Fic! fie! my corporal.
the boys. I—
“Stop! don’t blame me before you know all.

I'm afraid you acted worse than

My club

down their heads and slunk away before this simple ques-
tion. I guess they were Sunday-school boys who had for-
gotten themselves. Thus you see I knocked the wicked E
spirit out of them with the golden rule.” ;

Huzza for you, Corporal Try! Your thoughtless boys E

¢
l
!
3
¢
do you know what the golden rule teaches?” They held %
(

Quaker children.  These children's parents had riggedé

them up in very broad brims aand very big shad-bellied
coats, cut after the strictest and latest Quaker fashion.
The little Quakers did look odd, I confess, and the first

day they went out in their new rig the village boys gath- g

ered round them like hornets and said all the stinging
things they could think of, until I doubt if the poisoned
shirt given to brave old Hercules by Nessus gave bim
more pain than those coats gave their wearers. Poor
boys!

guilty of such conduct, corporal,
“My company is made up of boys and girls who keep
the golden rule, Mr. Editor. If I knew of one who teased

How they writhed under the idle but cuttings
ht;) but because some boys ( specches of the thoughtless fellows about them! It was
own a dark shadow over my { cruel treatment.

{

I hope none of your company are ever § even he do more than his best? 1 hope Edward will look
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and as it is one of the best schools in the world, (do you
think that is ‘too steep ?’) I thought I would write and lect
them know about it. Waukegan is a beautiful little city
situated on the western bank of Lake Michigan, rome
thirty-five miles north of Chicago, containing some four
thousand inhabitants. There are five evangelical Churches
in the town—Methodist, Presbyterian, Baptist, Congrega-
tionalist, and Episcopal—all of which have S8unday-schools
in successful operation. The Methodists lave a large
house of worship, well finished and furnished, and a nice
parsonage on the same lot, also furnished, and a nice
preacher’s office. But our Sunday-school is the largest in
the place, numbering over two hundred, and is manned
by a most noble and devoted corps of officers and teach-
ers.  We meet at two o'clock in the afternoon and hold
our session about two hours. The first half hour is de-
voted to singing, and such singing! O but you ought to
hearit! It must be heard in order to be appreciated. I
expect they have better singing up in heaven, but I doubt
if there is much better in many places in this world. We
take one hundred and fifty copics of the 8. 8. Advocate,

{ one hundred of the Good News, (going to send for fitty
; more,) one hundred of the Missionary Advocate, and ten

of the Teachers’ Journal.

“The pride of our school is the infant class, numbering
between fifty and sixty sweet little boys and girls, under
the charge of Sister Kingsley, who probably has no supe-
rior as an infant-class instructor, being by both nature,
grace, and experience adapted to the work. We call these
little ones our ‘canaries.’ Their singing is charming,.

‘ But the best part of the story about our school is yet
to be told. We are having a gracious revival in our
Church, and mauny of the dear Sunday-school children
have been happily converted to God, and I hope it will
continue till they are all converted. Dou’t you hope so
too, Mr. Editor?

“Tell the corporal that we have organized a new com-
pany out here called the ‘Do company,” that we have all
enlisted, and ask him if he would like to enlist with us.”

The corporal approves of “Do companies,” providing
their doings arc good, as those of the Waukegan school
appear to he,

*ALICE, of Lowell, says:

“Twould like to call you father, because you give us
such good advice in your little paper and have such a
fatherly care for all the Sabbath-school family. I am a
little girl nine years old. I have been a member of 8t,
Paul's M. E. Sabbath-school four years. We love our
minister very much. He bas a warm, kind heart. I am
sure he loves all little children, because he loves to talk
to us. One ycar ago he formed a mission school ncar
where I live. I have attended it ever since it was formed.
We have a very interesting school.  'We have a missionary
prayer-meeting cvery Friday evening., Father prays and
talks with the children, and we have good singing. Father
thinks this school will be the means of saving many souls.
1 mean to be a Christian, I feel very happy when I pray
to God and try to love him. Please come to Lowell and
see our mission school.”

The Lord bless you, my dear Alice, and fill you with his
love forever! Your sweet little note wins a warm place
in my heart for you.

“Epwiy M. 1L, of Rock Creek, says:

“Iam cight years of age. I took your Advocate before
I could read. Iloved to hear my mother read those pretty
stories in your paper. I love our Sunday-school, and will
try to be good. I am afraid you can't read my letter. It
is the best that I can do.

“When a boy does his best I'm satisfied,” says the cor-
poral. Easily pleased, isn't he? Why, corporal, you
couldn’t ask more than that of the Angel Gabriel. Could

to Jesus for strength to be good.
“M. A. B., of Marathon, says:

“I love to go to Sunday-school very much. We like our

his companions for any cause, 'd drum him out of my { supetintendent first rate. I had a beautifui red Bible from

company this very hour. Do you suppose I wouldn't ¥
us hear from the mail-bag.

“The bag is full, Mr. Editor.. I admit about threescore
applicants whose letters you wont have time to Lear read.
After the enigma is recorded I will read a few. Here is
the answer to the Scripture puzzle in our last budget :
‘How is it that ye sought me? Luke ii, 49.

‘“Here is a new enigma:

“I am composed of six letters:

“My 1,2, 3is a favorite vegetable.

“My 1,2, 3, 4is a delicious fruit.

“My 6, 3, 1is found within the bark of trees.

¢
)
“My 5, 2, 8, 1is what playful boys often do. z

“My whole was once scen by an apostle in the gates of
a wonderful city.

“Here is a letter from L. H., who says: E

“Iam afraid all your five hundred thousand readers (is
that number too large ?) have not heard what a magniticent !
Sunday-school we have out here in this little western city, ¢

¢« him, with his photograph in it, as a reward for truth. I
y )

No, corporal, I don’t suppose any such thing—but let )

think a great deal of it.
Company.

Please admit me to the Try

¢ Certainly, certainly. A girl who merits a reward for
truthfulness would honor any company.” So says Cor-

{ poral Try, and so say L.

THE SWEET SINGER.

TaE SWEET SINGER is ready to accept invitations to visit
any school in the country. He is a cheerful, lively little
fellow, and wherever he goes there will be such singing
as might make an angel glad. The Sweet Singer is a col-
lection of hymns and tunes just published. Price, twenty
cents single; $1 80 per dozen.

THE Ep1Tor’s Pa1z.—The price of the editor’s carte de
visite is fifteen cents. Where sent by mail three cents
must be added to pay postage. Send to Carlton & Porter,
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BE CONTENT.

Ir others are wealthy while we are but poor,
We still may be happy as they;

For moderate desire, not immoderate store,
But keep discontentment away.,

The noblest and richest have troubles to bear
Amid their possessions untold;

Of suffering and sorrow they all have their share
In spite of their titles and gold.

Our sleep is as sound, and our food is as sweet,
As any which they ean enjoy;

And time never passes so pleasant and fleet
As when spent in uscful employ.

If duty be done, 'tis a far greater thing
Than riches or honors to gain g

With this ¢en a cottage will happiness bring;
Without it, a palace were vain,

“GO AWAY!Y

“ Angry looks can do no good,

And blows are dealt in blindness;
Words are better understood

If spoken but in kindness,”

“Do as you would be done by.”

“PLEASE to buy some matches of a poor boy.”

“Go away !” wus the reply.

No one likes to be told to go away, not even a ¢
dog, especially when told to do so in an angry tone,
The little beggar hoy to whom Harry Richards ad- |
dressed the above words, just hecause he asked him
to buy some matches, went away looking very sor-
rowful, Tt was unfortunate the little hoy had to
beg, no doubt; but that was no rcason why Hnrr_v
should lose his temper, or speak in such a harsh tone ¢
to one of lis fellow-creatures. In a few moments

boy, and went to get his haop,
day, and he intended to have a good run with his |
hoop, but he had forgotten that he had no hoop-
stick.

“ 0 dear,” said IHarry, “what a bare! I forgot I
had lost my hoop-stick. T must go and ask papa
if he will give me same money to buy one.”

So off he ran to his papa’s study, where he found
him busily engaged in reading a newspaper.

‘ Please, p.xpa,” said Harry, “will you give me
some money to buy a hoop-stick ? I want to have a
good run with my hoop.”

His papa did not thke any notice of him ; so Hnrry
asked him aver again in the same besceching tone
as hefore.  His papa turned round, and, in an angry
and impatient tone, exclaimed, “ Go away !

Harry started, and turned pale with fright ; but his
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afterward Harry had forgotten all about the hegaar |
It was a very cold |

DAY-SCHOOL ADVOCATE.

7

papa went on reading, and took no more notice of
him. So Harry walked out of the room feeling very

} miserable.

! “Papa was busy, so I ought not to have disturbed

éhlm " said Harry to himself; “but for all that, he

i need not have spoken so VERY angrily.”

;' Then he remembered the poor little beggar boy to
whom he had spoken so harshly that same morning,

i
;
\

I, > and he wondered if nE had felt as miscrable as he !

did when he told him to go away. “I spoke quite
\ as angrily as papa did to me, and I dare say he went ;
! away thinking me very unfeeling and proud, treat-

¢ing him as if he were a dog; no, not a dog neither,

"¢ for I always speak kindly to dear old Frisk;” and

{ Frisk, hearing his name pronounced by Ilarry, came
up, wagging his tail, and licked his hand. “Even
xf I could not afford to give to a beggar, I could be- |
"stow a kind word on him; kind w ords are cheap
cenough. I do not know what possessed me to speak

[ / S0 cross, unless it is because I have heard people say

] beggms ought not to be encouraged; but this is no
excuse; I might tell them to go away in a civil tone.”
Now, Harry was rather distressed for want of a
hoop-stick, and he dared not go and interrupt his
papa again. At last hie thought he would go to the
¢ wood and see if he could find a stick that would do,
although two of his schoolfellows were waiting for
him at the swing across the old treec on the common.
He saw many sticks and broken branches lying on
the ground, but none of them thick cnough to an-
swer his purpose. Presently hie espied exactly the
sizedd stick he required, hut it was too long, and he
would have to break it. IHe tried to break it, but
he was not strong cnough, and he was very nearly |
giving up all lmpcs of obtaining it, when he heard
a step behind him, and a voice said, “I think I could
break it,” and scizing hold of it, the speaker bent
his knee upon it with all his might until it snapped
rright in two; and then, before Harry had time to
§ thank him, hc was off like a shot, leaving the broken
{stick lying on the ground at Harry’s feet, It was
| the little beggar boy to whom Harry had spoken so
{ crossly that morning: He certainly showed that he
{ hore no malice, poor little feliow.  Whether he ran
{ away so quickly afterward out of fear of Harry or to
f show that he did not expect to be paid for what he
had done, I do not know; but I know that Harry,
instead of picking up the stick, took to his heels )
and ran after the little beggar boy, ¢ calling out to
him to stop; but he was too swift for Harry, Ic
could neither catch him nor make him hear. So he !
returned to the spot where he had left the stick, and |
picking it up, he walked toward his own home, On ’
¢ his way thither he met his father,
i * Well, Harry, my boy,” said he, “ what makes you
? look so thoulrht[ul ? By the by, you wanted money '
. to buy a hoop-stick.”

“I thought you were too husy to give me any this
: morning, papa,” said Iarry, “so I went to look for
a stick in the woods.”

“Why, you happened to come just at the moment
- when I was reading a very interesting article in the
s Tribune,” said his papa. “I believe I spoke rather

" harshly to you. I last my temper, which I ought
' not to have done. Ifere, take this money for your
hoop&ti('k »

* No, thank you, papa,” said Harry, “T have got a

. hoop-stick without buying one, and I would not
} part with it for the world.”

“Why, where did you get it from?”

ITarry then told his papa the whole history of the
poor little beggar boy : how he had come and begged
him so innocently to buy some of his matches; and
{ how he had told him to £o away in an angry, proud
tone; and then he told how miserable he had felt !
wl\en Lis papa had used the same words and spoken
in the same harsh tones to him; and how this had
 recalled his own unfeeling conduct to the beggar

boy. IIe told him of the scene in the woods, and
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! then he said, “ O papa, I cannot tell vou how superior

; that little ms;ged hoy scemed to be to myself when !
i T saw him thus engaged in returning good for evil.
< He has taught me a lesson which I shall never tor-

% get, and I intend to treasure up this hoop-stick as a
; remembrance of that little forgiving boy.”

¢ *We must look for the fine little fellow,” said his
§ papa, *and see what can be donc for him. I won-
j der how he came to be begging. I hope, my dear
¢ Harry, it will be a lesson to us both for the future
3 to be kind and courtcous to every one, even to a
t beggar; for we may be kindly treating an angel un-
awares, as your little ragged friend has proved him-
self to be in dleposmon And let us remember that
 there is one great Being who, when he was on earth,
never said a harsh word to any one: he never said
‘Go away.’ To the poor little infants who were
brought to him our Saviour said, ‘ Suffer the little
children to come unto me and forbid them not, for
of such is the kingdom of heaven. And to us all
he says, ‘Come unto me all ye that labor and are
heavy laden, and I will give you rest.’”

From the " Sunday-School Almanac.”

THE TRUE VINE.

I am the frue vine, and my Father is the husbandman.
Every branch in me that beareth not fruit he taketh
away: and every branch that beareth fruit, he purgeth
it, that it may bring forth more fruit. Now ye are clean
through the word which I have spoken unto you. Abide
in me, and I'in you. As the branch cannot bear fruit of
itself, exeept it abide in the vine; no more can ye, ex-
cept ye abidein me. I am the vine, ye are the branches:
He that abideth in me, and I in him, the same bringeth
forth much fruit: for without me ye can do nothing.—
John xv, 1-5,

YEs, Jesus is God's vine.  When a child believes
i in Jesus he becomes a branch of this vine, and his
: life bears fruit which is more precious in God's sight

. than rich grapes are to men. When I see a child

full of love to Jesus, full of kindness toward his
; friends, having a sweet temper, and doing right al-

:ways, I say in my heart, “ That child is a branch in
)Gods vine. His good actions are the grapes he
! bears, I'm sure God loves that child.”
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